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Petrified Forest 


By Robert Howard 


The Art Association’s Sixty-First Annual 

By Margaret Bruton 


Whatever else one may say 
about the Sixty-First Annual 
of Painting and Sculpture, it 
is certainly varied. This was to 
be expected with the jury sys¬ 
tem used as each type of work 
was given equal consideration 
and needed to be accepted by only one of the 
three groups of jurors, the Radical , Intermedi¬ 
ate or Conservative. 

This system has been used very successfully 


for a long time by the Oakland Art Gallery 
hut it is the first time it has been used for the 
San Francisco Art Association exhibitions. One 
reason perhaps is that space in the Museum 
has always been limited and it was feared that 
a show of this kind would prove too large to 
handle. 

Surprisingly enough, however, out of more 
than eight hundred entries and allowing not 
more than two paintings from an individual, 
there were two hundred and sixty finally ac- 
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cepted, only a slight increase over former years. 
The problem of hanging a show of this type 
is not an easy one either, but the Museum 
Staff, as always, did a splendid job giving full 
value to each work and making all the rooms 
lively and colorful. 

No jury system is perfect and this is no 
exception, and there have probably been some 
errors of judgment made. The physical task of 
giving due consideration to such a mass of 
work is in itself exhausting when crowded into 
the two days in which it was possible to as¬ 
semble the groups of jurors. With the idea of 
the vitality of the show in mind we may have 
sometimes acted too much on impulse. If the 
Radicals have been overenthusiastic in accept¬ 
ing some things that appear lacking in what 
many people would consider technique or even 
ability, I am sure that they conscientiously felt 
that even a spark of imagination or a fresh 
approach was worth more than actual training 
and should be given a place on the walls. 

Then too, the Conservatives may not have 
been conservative enough in some cases. There 
was work rejected that was painted with a 
certain amount of ability but exceedingly dull 
and stereotyped, a repetition of countless simi¬ 
lar efforts that have cluttered up exhibitions 
for years and years. In spite of the so called 
classifications, however, it was interesting to 
note that unanimous votes from the three juries 
was not infrequent. 

This may sound like an apology but after 
seeing the show on opening night, certainly no 
apology is needed for it is a most successful 
exhibition. I hope others will agree and this 
more liberal system will be used in future 
Annuals. 

The trend, if there is such a thing, among 
the regular exhibitors of long standing seems 
to be an exploratory one and different ap¬ 
proaches are noted both in subject matter and 
treatment by many of the familiar painters. 
Someone said at the opening, “I don’t recog¬ 
nize any one’s work here.” To me this seems 
like a very healthy state of affairs and if we 
can keep this attitude the work is bound to 
improve. Another very encouraging thing is 
the number of Southern and out of state ex¬ 
hibitors this year. Not only does it strengthen 
and broaden our exhibition but when one goes 
to the trouble and expense of shipping from 
a distance, he undoubtedly sends something 
he considers of importance and this usually 
turns out to be the case. A little competition 
is good for us also. 

Awarding the prizes was most difficult, so 
many were actually deserving. Since a choice 
had to be made I think Mine Okubo’s Miyo 


and Cat a particularly happy one for the Anne 
Bremer Prize. It is sensitively painted with a 
fine combination of Eastern and Western feel¬ 
ing. The Corazzo Abstraction is a distinguished 
and well thought out work in color and design 
and will be a very worthwhile addition to the 
permanent collection. As for Robert Howard’s 
Petrified Forest , it well merits the title of out¬ 
standing work in any medium by a member of 
the Art Association. It is full of the subtle 
humor and imagination to be found in all this 
artist’s other work but is nevertheless a very 
serious and carefully composed canvas in a 
medium we are not accustomed to thinking of 
as his. 

The little painting of Alexander Masley’s 
called Roadside Stand a compact and beauti¬ 
fully organized presentation of a usual subject 
in an unusual way was unhesitatingly given 
the medal of Award. 

For the second consecutive year, an anony¬ 
mous donor has given two hundred dollars to 
be used in any way the Jury wished and it was 
decided that since the largest cash prize had 
gone to an Easterner, it would be well to divide 
it in four and limit it to artists residing in Cali¬ 
fornia. These prizes went to Elmer Bischoff of 
Sacramento for his Still Life with Wine Bottle , 
Virginia Stolz of Berkeley for Mines , Sylvester 
Matao of San Francisco, The Wrong Catch and 
Robert Zava of Laguna Beach, The Old White 
Church. 

Gerstle Gifts to the Museum 

Gifts to the San Francisco Museum of Art 
from Mr. William Gerstle were on display at 
the Museum from August 28th through Sep¬ 
tember 9th. The Gerstle gift provides a broad 
but selective survey of contemporary art. 
Notable in the collection is the fine group of 
Rivera drawings, including the pastel, “Ducks.” 
The Tom Lewis, “Delphinium,” and the Taubes, 
“Seated Woman” are other outstanding ex¬ 
amples. 

Adult Classes Started 

Tuesday evenings, beginning September 23, 
anyone may drop in at the San Francisco Mu¬ 
seum of Art between 7 and 10 o’clock and 
paint for the sheer fun of it. David Park, well 
known painter, will conduct this Painting 
Workshop. For years children have stolen the 
march on adults by spending Saturday morn¬ 
ings at the Museum creating pictures of their 
own. Adults now have their chance to create 
under the same spirited, informal conditions. 
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Miyo and Cat 


By Mine Okubo 


Members’ Gallery at Museum 


T he Art Association gallery at the San 
Francisco Museum of Art continues as 
one of the Museum’s lively spots. 

In the exhibition of drawings by Dorr Roth- 
well, which closed September 7, was presented 
an intimate and stimulating collection. Karl 
Kasten’s Gauches, now hanging, represent this 


young artist at his best. Jennie Vennerstrom 
Cannon’s exhibition of lithographs will be on 
display September 22 to October 5. Geneve 
Rixford Sargeant will show a collection of 
pastels October 6 to 19 and Mine Okubo will 
follow with an exhibition of gauches, October 
20 to November 2. 
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My Trip to Mexico 

By William Hesthal 

My recent trip to Mexico has 
been the richest experience of 
my life. ... I left San Fran¬ 
cisco in February, arriving at 
Mazatlan in about the middle of 
that month. After the restrained 
color harmonies of our Bay area 
landscape the impact of the brilliant color of 
that little city was overwhelming. I had the 
feeling (which I still have) of arriving home 
at last. The infinity of motifs for painting 
seemed endless and I accordingly set to work 
attempting to realize some of them. The next 
three months were occupied in this manner— 
with what I regret to report, not too much 
success. I have many, many notes of this period, 
but very few creditable results. I have, how¬ 
ever, the infinitely rich experiences of this time 
of quiet work and am not too pessimistic of 
realizing them. 

One trip that I made was very interesting. 
It was down the Coast from Mazatlan on a 
fishing boat—or, more correctly, a boat that 
collected the catches made by camps of fisher¬ 
men along that Coast. We left Mazatlan in the 
mid morning and sailed West and South all 
that day and night, our objective being an 
island called “Isabel” where a fishing camp 
had been established. We found, however, that 
the camp had already been abandoned, and 
only drew close enough to determine this. The 
island gave the appearance of a fantastic sculp¬ 
ture in the middle of a tropical sea. Two tre¬ 
mendous rocks, like weird temple-dog dragons, 
guarded its approach. Scar-like, dull red cliffs 
supported grey-green hill forms. Unbelievably, 
two whales were leaping completely from the 
water off the shore. Guano deposits shone jewel¬ 
like catching the sunlight which filtered through 
a slightly overcast sky. I’ll never forget this. 

Finding no point in stopping, we continued 
in toward the Mexican shore. On the starboard 
were the distant dim forms of the Tres Marias , 
Mexico’s Alcatraz. By nightfall, piloting by 
Piedro Blanco , a single large white rock that 
abruptly juts from the sea, we sighted the San 
Bias Light and proceeded by that to anchor. 
A few miles to the South was the City of San 
Bias itself. The shore, from our anchorage, 
was only distinguishable as a dark animal-like 
form. Only one light was visible, and from 


that a canoe was presently sighted approaching 
the ship. This particular canoe was manned by 
a crew of fishermen who came out to report 
on the condition of their camp. It was a sad 
report, because—not only was fishing not too 
good, but also fever and dysentery were rife 
among them. They wanted nothing so much as 
to be returned to Mazatlan. This was, however, 
impossible, and so they were dismissed for the 
night with medicine and much necessary hy¬ 
gienic advice. I went to sleep with the odors 
of land in my nostrils. One could almost feel 
the fever in the limpid air. 

The next morning I awakened to a landscape 
unreal in the probability of its elements. We 
were in a lagoon. Rocky shore alternated with 
stretches of strand. Palm trees grew thickly 
and in most places almost into the sea. Trees, 
strange to me, interspersed these palms. One 
in particular, a skeleton of a giant, stood against 
the sky, bleached and gaunt. It seemed like a 
symbol of the whole scene—the only place 
where the underlying, grim reality had broken 
through a green velvet glove. White wavelets 
outlined the shores and looked like intricately 
woven lace doilies upon which the land was set. 
There was so much brilliant green that finally 
everything appeared grey. It quickly became 
very hot. The fishermen came aboard again, 
this time bringing five gallon cans of shark 
livers, the collection of which was the object 
of our trip. Considerable time was passed in 
bargaining for these, and, with the exception 
of the fisherman wishing to return with us, 
everything concluded happily. We raised an¬ 
chor and proceeded south. 

All that day and during the night we fol¬ 
lowed our course more or less hugging the 
shore. By morning we were in Banderos Bay , 
where several stops were to be made. The first 
was at Quimisto , a very small settlement on 
the farthest point south on our itinerary. Here 
I was fortunate enough to go ashore for a few 
hours. As a first experience of this kind of a 
settlement it was unforgettable. A small place, 
with a population, I imagine, of no more than 
a hundred people, it is situated by a cave 
fronted by a few hundred feet of sandy beach. 
Palms and hardwood trees grew right into the 
village, which was situated at the foot of several 
steep hills converging at this point. The few 
houses were little more than sheds, made of 
materials from about the place. The roofs were 
thatched. The one house in the village with a 
red tile roof stood out conspicuously against 
the almost protective coloring of the rest. The 
people went about their business and paid, ap¬ 
parently, scant attention to us, but I suspect 
that their interest was much greater than their 
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actions suggested. Innumerable pigs, many 
burros, chickens, and a few dogs wandered 
about at will. Two boat sheds just above the 
highwater line, made of thatched roofs sup¬ 
ported by poles, protected boats from the sun 
as well as the lazing brown, scantly-covered 
men about. On the beach a boy with a casting 
net was stalking fish. His alert gestures at¬ 
tracted me as he peered into the water and then 
galvanized into the sudden action of the cast. 
Across the cove a hoary trunked hybiscus with 
pink blossoms harbored a pair of dazzlingly 
white birds. Several improbable looking peli¬ 
cans were diving for fish with breath-taking 
grace. Poles strung with cables, with dried 
shark meat hung on them, made fantastic shapes 
and shadows further down the beach. The heavy 
silence was accentuated by the muted sounds 
of breaking waves. I made several notes and 
had my only swim of the trip. There are too 
many sharks to swim just any place. Returning 
to the ship we raised anchor and proceeded on 
our way. 

From Quimisto we started north again. Still 
in Banderos Bay , we tied up to buoy a few 
miles north of Puerto Vallerta , the principal 
city on the bay. Puerto Vallerta is one of the 
most beautiful places I have ever seen. Built 
on the side of steep hills, the buildings jut at 
surprising and unexpected angles and every¬ 
thing seems to have an insubstantial air to it 
—probably because of its precarious position. 
This place was for me one of the high points 
of my trip. 

I returned to Mazatlan. After a short stay 
there I made a trip to Mexico City. This trip, 
which only covered a period of about three 
weeks, was made in very much the same way 
as any tourist would have made it, and, as 
such, is in no way remarkable. I did, however, 
see the frescoes and paintings which were the 
main objective of the trip. I found them dis¬ 
appointing. Perhaps it was because I expected 
so much more. To me, by far the most interest¬ 
ing painting of Mexico is that of the primitives. 
There is a lack of pretense and a directness in 
these paintings that I found charming—a 
charm completely lacking in the work of the 
better known Mexican painters. 

In closing, I would like to acknowledge my 
appreciation of the Rosenberg Scholarship 
which enabled me to have this memorable ex¬ 
perience. I hope that my future work will be 
a more concrete manifestation of that appre¬ 
ciation. 

Jack Wilkinson, winner of the second Phelan 
Traveling Scholarship was recently appointed 
to the faculty of the University of Oregon. 


A Letter to the Editor 

William H. Clapp 

Your review of the recent first 
jury free exhibition of works 
by the members of the Art 
Association interested me very 
much, especially your comment 
upon the rather unsatisfactory 
working of the voting system 

for awards. 

As you may be aware we have been giving 
awards, based upon the votes cast by visiting 
artists, for about twenty years and this has 
led to a rather close study of the method. 

One of the first things apparent in our early 
trials was that a ballot in which only one vote 
was registered per artist was utterly unsatis¬ 
factory and that, within reason, the more votes 
cast by each voter the more satisfactory the 
result. 

This was due to a number of causes which 
we were able to check by repeated trials, and 
by comparison with voting by the public and 
with popularity contests in general. 

As noted in your article, a one vote ballot 
results in the votes being badly scattered, with 
the result, as we found, possibly dependent 
upon a single voter. Another drawback was 
that single votes cast anonymously were far 
too often given to the exhibitor himself and 
even when signed were subject in lesser degree 
to the same objection. Again, votes were too 
greatly affected by individual preference for 
certain technical methods and, even with artists, 
by subject. In voting by the public, the latter 
objection was so overpowering that votes indi¬ 
cated little more than the number of people 
who preferred babies to redwood trees. 

The remedy for this we found to be rather 
simple. A signed ballot of ten votes, with a 
preferential mathematical scoring of first, sec¬ 
ond and third choice, overcame most objections 
and gave a volume of votes that brought about 
a curious stability in choice. By this, I mean 
that as soon as one work has received fifty or 
more votes, no further change takes place in 
relative standing of the leading contestants, 
the separation between them simply increases. 

The additional value given to the voter’s first, 
second and third choices counteracts the ten¬ 
dency to include among “the ten” the work of 
artists who happen to be personally popular. 

This method of award has been extremely 
successful with us and not only has been aston¬ 
ishingly informative but has the great advan¬ 
tage of not removing many of the strongest 
competitors from possibility of reward by 
service on a jury of awards. 
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SAN FRANCISCO ART ASSOCIATION RULLETIN 


Current Exhibitions 

Albatross Book Shop, 2507 Jones Street. September 
15-29, Lithographs by Ray Bertrand. 

California Palace of the Legion of Honor, Lincoln 
Memorial Park. Opening September 10, Photographs 
of Bali by Philip Hanson Hiss. Paintings by Bessie 
Lasky. Through September 21, “American Humor in 
Art,” 100 original cartoons, lent by Esquire. Opening 
September 22, Oils, Watercolors and Drawings by 
Daniel Rhodes. 

California School of Fine Arts, 800 Chestnut Street. 
Through September, Students’ Exhibition of Paintings 
and Drawings. 

Courvoisier Galleries, Penthouse, 133 Geary Street. 
Surrealist Exhibition. 

De Young Memorial Museum, Golden Gate Park. 
Tinough the month of September: French Watercolors 
and Drawings. European and American Costumes 
(1700-1900). Photographic Exhibition, Bomber Photos. 
Old Chinese Art, from the Voute, Mayell Collections. 
Prints — Cries of London, from the John Rudolph 
Mosse Collection. 

Gump Galleries, 246 Post Street. September 1-30, 
Exhibition of Watercolors by Phil Paradise. Septem¬ 
ber 15-30, Paintings and Drawings by Richard Steph¬ 
ens. Watercolors by W. R. Cameron. 

UEcole des Artistes, 332 Spruce Street. An Exhibi¬ 
tion of Primitive Tahitian Wood Carvings from the 
collection of Oscar Robinson will be held at the Sir 
Francis Drake Hotel, on Saturday, September 6, from 
2:00 to 5:00 o’clock. 

Oakland Art Gallery, Municipal Auditorium, Oak¬ 
land. Through September 28, Paintings by Peter Bios, 
chosen Guest of Honor, 1941 Annual Exhibition of 
Oil Paintings. Sculpture by Brents Carlton, chosen 
Guest of Honor, 1941 Annual Exhibition of Sculpture. 

Paul Elder Gallery, 239 Post Street. Opening Sep¬ 
tember 15, Watercolors by Harold Gretzen. 

San Francisco Museum of Art, War Memorial, Civic 
Center. September 9-28, Sculpture by Cecilia Graham. 
September 11 through October 5, Sixty-first Annual 
Exhibition of the San Francisco Art Association (oil, 
tempera on panel, sculpture). Art Association Gallery: 
Through September 7, Drawings by Dorr Bothwell. 
September 8-21, Paintings by Karl Kasten. September 
22-October 5, Lithographs by J. Vennerstrom Cannon. 
Lecture Events: Wednesday Evenings, at 8:30; Sep¬ 
tember 3, “The Course of Painting Between Two 
Wars,” by Charles Lindstrom. September 17, “More 
Than Shelter,” a Motion Picture. September 24, “Mov¬ 
ing A Monastery from Spain to San Francisco,” by 
Walter Steilberg, guest lecturer. Sunday Afternoons, 
at 3:00; September 7, “Characteristics of American 


Statistics of 61st Annual 

The Statistics of the Annual follow: 785 
pieces entered; 120 pieces from out of state 
entered; 283 total number accepted; 51 pieces 
from out of state accepted. 

The prizes were awarded to: Anne Bremer 
Memorial Prize of $200, Mine Okubo of Berk¬ 
eley for her Tempera Painting, Miyo and Cat. 
San Francisco Art Association Emanuel Walter 
Purchase Fund, $300: Alexander Corazzo, Chi¬ 
cago, Ill., for his Oil Painting, Composition. Ed¬ 
gar Walter Memorial Prize for Sculpture, $50: 
Avis Zeidler of San Francisco, for her Wood 
Sculpture, Hondura. Artists’ Fund Prize, $100: 
Robert Howard of San Francisco, for his Oil 
Painting, Petrified Forest. Award of an Anony¬ 
mous Donor, $200, was divided in four and 
given to Elmer Bischoff (Sacramento), for Still 
Life with Wine Bottle; Sylvester Matao (San 
Francisco), for The Wrong Catch; Virginia 
Stolz (Berkeley), for Mines , and Robert Zava 
(Laguna Beach), for Old White Church. San 
Francisco Art Association Medal of First 
Award and Certificate of Honorable Mention, 
Alexander Masley (Minneapolis, Minn.), for 
Roadside Stand. 

Serge Chermayeff, internationally famous 
architect, designer, painter, will give a course 
on modern design at the San Francisco Museum 
of Art on Friday evenings at 8:00 o’clock from 
September 19 through October 17. From town 
to teapot the needs, means, and forms of mod¬ 
ern design will be discussed by this recognized 
expert in the field. 


Art,” by Charles Lindstrom. September 14, “Discus¬ 
sion of the Annual Exhibition,” by Mildred Rosenthal, 
guest lecturer. September 21, “Art and Therapy,” by 
Helmut Hungerland, guest lecturer. September 28, 
“Expatriated German Art,” by Douglas McAgy. 

Willard E. Worden Gallery, 312 Stockton Street. 
Reproductions of Contemporary American Artists. 
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